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"If you please, Sergei." She turned to the mother. "He's
my ward."
The mother found Ludmilla different today; she was
simpler and more congenial. There was much beauty and
strength in the graceful movements of her body, and this
softened the effect of her pale, stern face. The night's
work had darkened the circles under her eyes, and one
felt a tension, a taut string in her soul.
The boy brought in the samovar.
"Let me introduce you, Sergei. This is Pelagea Nilov-
na, mother of one of the workers who were sentenced
yesterday."
Sergei bowed without speaking, shook the mother's
hand, went out of the room, returned with a loaf of bread,
and took his place at the table. As she poured the tea,
Ludmilla tried to convince the mother not to go home
until they found out whom the police were waiting for.
"Perhaps it's for you. They will probably call you up
to be questioned."
"Let them," said the mother. "And let them arrest me
if they want to—no great harm done. If only we dis-
tribute Pavel's speech first!"
"The type is set. Tomorrow we'll have enough copies
for the town and the workers' settlement. Do you know
Natasha?"
"Yes indeed."
"Take them to her."
The boy was reading the paper and seemed not to hear
their talk, but now and again he would glance into the
mother's face; she liked his bright eyes and would smile
at him. Ludmilla spoke of Nikolai without grief, and the
mother found this only natural. Time passed quickly; it
was almost noon when they finished their breakfast.
"How late it is!" exclaimed Ludmilla,
At that moment someone gave a hurried knock at the
door. The boy got up and looked at Ludmilla  expect-
antly.
"Open the door, Sergei. Who could it be?"

